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of lloss.    Therefore shall he forget Hot in
your hour

Nor for his child reject you ; and shall make
The weight and colour of your sins on earth
More white and light than wool may be or snow,

Queen.    Yea? so my trust is of him ; though as now
Scarce having in me breath or spirit of speech
I make not long confession, and my words
Through faintness of my tiesh lack form ; yet, pray you,
Think it but sickness and my body's fault
That comes between me and my will, who fain
Would have your eye look on my naked soul
And read what writing there should foe washed out
With mine own heart's tears, and with God's dear hknnl,
Who sees me for his penitent ; for surely
My sins of wrath and of light-mindedness,
And waste of wanton will and wandering eyes
Call* on me with dumb tongues for penitence ;
Which I beseech you let not God reject
For lack of words that I lack strength to say.
For here as I repent and put from me
In perfect hope of pardon all ill thoughts,
So I remit all faults against me done,
Forgive all evil toward me of all men,
Deed or device to hurt me ; yea, I would riot
There were one heart unreconciled with mine
When mine is cold ; I will not tike death's hand
With any soil of hate or wrath or wrong
About me, but being friends with this past world
Pass from it in the general peace